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ing in Ibsen's Rosmerholm. She will always,
however, be best, I believe, in poetic drama,
her exquisite recitation being no small part of
her charm.

August /, 1891

A BALLAD SINGER

I DO not head this letter The Celt in London
as my wont is, for I am back in Ireland for
the time being, and writing out on the lawn of
an old Irish thatched farmhouse. An apple
tree covered with red apples shakes softly be-
fore me in the sunlight, and the paper on which
I write rests on the stone top of a sundial. Be-
hind me in the hedge a grasshopper has just
lifted his shrill song. To talk of books at all
on this green clover spotted grass seems sadly
out of keeping, unless, indeed, it be some
dreamy romance like Marius the Epicurean,
whose golden sentences, laden as with sleepy
sunlight, I have been reading slowly and fit-
fully since morning, taking the book up for a
moment and then laying it down again, and
letting my mind stray off to the red apples
and the shadowing leaves before me.

But then Marius the Epicurean is not writ
in my bond.  With Irish literature and Irish